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person to whom they were addressed. Augusta had been
made to walk round the garden and talk to the shrubs, each
shrub being given a name and character beforehand. This
had been a daily duty in the summer months ; in the winter
she carried out the same performance with the chairs indoors.
Half-laughingly, Vicky agreed to undergo the same exercise
in the Old Schloss. It was a side of her training which had
been totally overlooked both by the Queen and Prince
Albert. Doubtless, her father, knowing the Prussian
mentality, had advised her of the importance of the right
word in the right place. But with an ardent and impetuous
character like Vicky's advice was not enough. Vicky never
learnt the art of weighing up a character and treating the
owner accordingly. She always addressed everybody as she
considered she would like to have been addressed herself.

Vicky wrote to her mother every day, a practice she was to
continue until her death, and once a week she wrote a more
serious letter to her father. In early days at Berlin Prince
Albert was her real confidant. In the domestic circle she had
only one complaint, other than those arising from the dis-
comfort of the Old Schloss. Prince Frederick William had
for many years been in the habit of taking a nightly stroll,
unguarded, in the Berlin streets. In most things Vicky
ruled her husband from the first, but, to her discontent, she
could never break him of this.

At the Prussian Court the new Princess found herself in a
strange, almost a fantastic, world. Deep down in her heart
she was frightened. There was a soft glitter about English
Court life. There was a hard glitter about the Prussian
Court. A number of very aged men and women, survivors
of the days of the Wars of Liberation and earlier, set the
tone. The formality was barbarous. Beneath the surface
ran an undercurrent of intrigue and envy. There were a
number of beautiful women and several very bad men, of
whom the Red Prince was the most notorious. This selfish
and brutal soldier was of very uncertain moods. He was a
dangerous duellist without mercy. He engaged in epic
drinking bouts, from which he reappeared at Court only